MABEL AMBER, 


HAPPY young couple strolled through the park, 


And nobody heard what they said ; 
While the lady’s sister, with stately stride, 
Was walking along ahead. 


I watched as she led the way alone, 
And she walked with a queenly grace ; 
3ut, anon, she drew a pensive sigh, 
With a martyr’s look on her face. 


I afterward asked her what made her go 
So solemnly on ahead ? 

Why didn’t she join the other two 
And hear what the fellow said ? 


The girl replied with a knowing look, 
All self-possessed and cool, 

And faintly smiled as she merely said, 
‘*T follow the Golden Rule.” 


ROYALTY AT THE THEATRE. 


sometimes with other members of the royal famil 


sometimes attended by a single officer, One even 
ing, after his departure, I found E. P. Hingston 
a clever Englishman, who formerly managed Arte 
mus Ward and Robert Heller—picking up a cigar 
stump in the royal room. He explained that thq 
Prince had been smoking it and that it was an inval 
uable souvenir, As the special correspondent of th¢ 
Herald, \ had known the Prince of Wales during hig 
tour through this country, when the Canadian ladieg 
used to bottle the water from his wash-basin and thd 
Michiganders kissed the trunks which contained hig 
luggage. More in sorrow than in anger, I mentioned 
THE PRINCESS OF WAL poor Hingston’s lapse into sycophancy, and the Prince 
at once exclaimed : 
‘*But how absurd! I can give the man something better than that. Here is 
one of my handkerchiefs—will that satisfy him ?” 
Satisfy him? Hingston had that royal handkerchief framed, and, kneeling be- 
BINGLEY FALES. fore it, took a solemn vow that he would 
never leave England again—and he kept 
his vow. 
‘*Fernande” —not the American 


version, but a capital translation from 


HE front of the St. James’s Theatre, London, has on either 
side a small, private house. In my time, one was used for 
the manager’s offices and the other as his residence. Alfred 
Wigan lived for many years inthe house near St. James 

Street. The kitchen was on the second floor, which con- 

nected with the dress-circle of the theatre. A kitchen by 


day, this was the royal retiring-room at night. Heavy hang- 


ings of crimson velvet hid the range and its appurtenances, 
Velvet curtains and portiéres adorned the windows and 
A board covered with velvet turned the sink into 
As if by magic, the property-man 


doors, 

a table for refreshments. 

would transform the abode of Cinderella into an apartment 
worthy of her Prince. 

The expenses of entertaining royalty at a London theatre 

are not very large, and are more than repaid by: the advertise- 

ment of the royal presence. You are allowed to say only that : 


the French by Sutherland Edwards — 
had a long run at the St. James, with 
Mrs. Herman Vezin and Mrs, John 
Wood in the contrasting réles. The 
Princess of Wales came to see it, half a 
dozen times, bringing different guests 
with her and pointing out the best 
scenes. She brought the Prince of 
Wales, one evening; but he soon tired 
of the play and went to the royal kitchen 
for a smoke and talk. 

Towards the end of the act in which 
Fernande is attacked in her husband’s 
house, one of the ladies in attendance 
upon the Princess beckoned to me and 


THE 


said, ‘‘ Please call his Highness, at once, 


EX-EMPEROR 


NAPOLEON, 


The Princess particularly wishes him to 


‘““ H.R. H. the Prince of Wales, accompanied by Lord So- _ see this scene!” 


and-so and attended by Major This-or-that, visited the St. The Prince was at the most exciting point of a hunting story. He had brought 


James’s Theatre, last evening ;” 


the loyal Britishers, who consider the Prince 

an arbiter of amusements as he is of society. 

During the long run of a French play there, 

I amended this notice so as to read: ‘‘H. 
R. H. the Princess of Wales, accompanied by Lady Etcetera 
and attended by Lady And-so-forth, visited the St. James’s 
Theatre for the seventh time, last evening.”’ The result was 
a diplomatic correspondence with General Knollys, the 
Prince’s secretary, and a promise never to repeat the offense 
against English etiquette. For the privilege of the authorized 
announcement the manager has to pay the price of two pri- 
vate boxes ; half a dozen white satin programmes ; guinea 
bouquets for the Princess and three other ladies; brandy, 
whiskey, soda, cigars, and cigarettes for the Prince and his 
This in- 
vestment returns him a gratis advertisement in every London 


suite—say, in round numbers, about fifty dollars, 


newspaper and the cachet of fashion. 

When Mrs, John Wood produced ‘‘La Belle Sauvage,” 
at the St. James, it took London by storm, The burlesque 
was ‘‘ Pocahontas,’? by John Brougham, written up to date. 
The new title was suggested by Belle Sauvage Yard, a street 
in the City where the Cassells have their publishing estab- 
lishment. The cast included Mark Smith, Barton Hill, A. 
W. Young, and Lionel Brough. After a hundred nights or so, 


play every part in the piece, wrote ‘‘ The Little, Wee Dog,” for the Dutch character, 


and this song had a *‘ Boom-De-Ay” popularity. 


‘* Pocahontas,”’ produced by Brougham himself, had been a failure in London ; 
Mrs. Wood, on account of bad management, had been a failure at the Princess’s ; the 
St. James had always been a failure, except with a 


French company. 


a wonderful success. 


but this is enough to attract 


Yet these three failures united in 


He 
raised his gun to his shoulder and took a long, sure, steady 


to bay the largest stag in a Scotch forest? The maddened animal faced him. 
aim—when the message from the Princess was announced. 
Instantly he rose ; threw his cigarette into the fireplace ; left 
the stag to escape unshot, and hastened to the royal box, 
No American husband could show better training than that. 
The late Czar of Russia, who was kept so long by the 
newspapers between life and death, was then the Czarowitz. 
He was invited by the Princess of Wales to see ‘‘ Fernande,” 
and as soon as he was conducted, between the acts, to the 
royal kitchen, he exclaimed, in French, ‘‘ But surely I have 
been here before! This is the theatre of the ‘ Leettle, Vee 
Dog,’ is it not?” Then, amid the laughter of the Prince and 
his companions, he humped his shoulders, swayed in time to 
He 
is said to have been at that time the strongest man in Europe. 


the music, and hummed the air of Barton Hill’s song, 


As he humped and swayed he was a perfect representation of 
an immense Russian bear, 
The ex-Emperor Napo- 
leon visited the St. James, now 
and then; but for him there 
were no royal kitchen and satin 


MRS. JOHN WOOD. Ihave seen him 


programmes, 
drive up alone, in a hansom, 
Barton Hill, who could and buy his orchestra chairs. At one performance, the 
ex-Emperor, Mr. Gladstone, and Mr, Disraeli (not then 
an Earl) were in different parts of the stalls ; but they 
attracted no special attention. Only a few steps from 

the St. James are. Willis’s Rooms, where Prince Louis 

Napoleon and Mr. Disraeli used to attend the Almack 
‘dances and wait to ascertain which of them had a 


half-crown to pay fora cab home. One had become 


THE PRINCE OF WALES. 


The Prince of Wales came, as in duty bound, Emperor and met his Sedan ; the other was Prime Minister of England. But neither 
appeared to be indulging in reminiscences as they laughed at the humors of ‘‘ She 


STEPHEN FISKE, 


to see the American burlesque, the American star, 
and the Americanized theatre. The royal kitchen 
Perhaps he felt 


more at home there than among the strange people 


Stoops to Conquer.” 
was fitted up for him, as usual. 
on the stage, or perhaps he desired to pay Mrs. TO MABEL Ss. 
Wood a special compliment, for, instead of going 
behind the scenes, as at the Strand or Gaiety, he 
sent for the manageress and star to come to him. 


H, Mabel, my darling, your billing and cooing, 
Your trilling and warbling and melody sweet, 
The puckering up of your ripe, rosy lips, dear, 
The glimpse of an ankle, delightfully neat. 


“*Certainly,” she replied ; ‘‘but I come as a 
Princess and must be attended by my court !” 


